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LITTLE WILLIE, 



CHAPTER I. 

Oh ! say not^ dream not, heavenly notes 

To childish ears are vain ; 
That the young mind at random floats. 

And cannot reach the strain. 

Dim or unheard the words may fall, 

And yet the heaven-taught mind 
May learn the sacred air, and all 

The harmony unwind. 

Kbblb. 

The village of Grassbrook is as sweet and 
pretty a place as you will find anywhere in 
good old England. It is situated in a lovely 
valley, around which rise up on every side 
tall lofty hills, down the aides <s€ '^V^^^ks^^S^sfc 
sheep are wont to \>iov«sfe,^^^^ ^^es^^^^'^^^^^ss^ 
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of water flows in meandering courses at the 
foot of them. It consists only of one long 
street^ and some few straggling houses here 
and there, with two or three gentlemen's 
halls in the neighbourhood, in one of which 
lives Squire Hodgson, who seems to find 
pleasure in nothing but in making people 
happy. The dwelling places of the labourers 
are all of the same character, being quaint old 
houses neatly thatched with straw* the sides pf 
which are whitewashed,and nicely varied ¥[ith 
some long lines of red and black. Before 
each of them there is a small plot of groupd, 
which the tenants love to till when the la- 
bours of the day are over, and they seem to 
vie with one another in trying who can keep 
them freest from weeds, and make them pro- 
duce the most beautiful flowers. Up the sides 
of the houses are trained honeysuckles, and 
jessamines, and eglantines, and in season the 
gardens are rich with the rose, the sunflower, 
the bright orchis, the lowly pansey, the mo- 
dest lily, and the lovely hyacinth, whose 
beauty and whose fragiauce alik^ «i.ttract the 
Notice of the passers by. B\xl VXv^ ^^^i ^^ 
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the village is its old Chmrch^ some parts of 
which were standing even before the Reform- _ 
ation^ and which was placed upon a slight 
eminence at the entrance of the village ; for 
our ancestors ever loved to build the houses 
of prayer on a hill, remembering that Jeru- 
salem is described as beautiful for situation, 
and that the Church of God is a city set 
upon a hill that cannot be hid. Its old grey 
tower, and its venerable walls, and its old 
oaken benches which have never been re- 
moved, and its deep chancel with its goodly 
screen before it, and the painted windows 
on which the fair forms of saints and martyrs 
are pourtrayed in rich device, are features on 
which old and young alike love to gaze in 
reverent and fond devotion. Here it is that 
every morn and eve the labourers assemble 
to pray before they commence, and after 
they have concluded their labours, for the 
good Rector makes a point of saying prayers 
early and late, that so they may attend. 

Now, where every one is thus taught that 
religion is the great aaxxcXASvet ^1 ^ssc^c^N^&sii^ 
you will not be suxpti^eOi V.oV^'WK^'viw^'^'^^^ 
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are very few evil-disposed persons in the 
place. In fact, the squire, to whom it be- 
longs, and who is really a religious man, 
makes it a part of his duty to look after his 
teaants himself, and when he finds that his 
houses are occupied by any persons of bad 
lives, who would do harm to the little com- 
munity, he is wont to get the Rector to 
call upon them, and give them an oppor- 
tunity of reforming; but if they will not, he 
gives them notice to remove from the place. 
Nor are there many poor people, although 
there are but few rich, for they have been 
taught that they are all members of one 
Body, and so members one of another, and 
that it is their duty and privilege to suffer 
with each other, and to assist each other in 
the day of need. And so they are wont 
every Sunday, like the Christians of old, to 
make their offerings up<m God's altar ; and, 
though each can only give a little, yet when 
added together their several offerings make a 
)ai^e anm, so that the side and the poor re- 
^iv^ support from it. 
Awoagst the number oi tV\o«fc ^Vo V^ 
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to depend in a slight degree upon this 
source, there was some time ago a widow^ 
named Wilson, who had lived more than 
forty years in the parish, and was beloved by ^ 
all. For though she had been for many years 
a widow^ with six children, (and one of them 
a poor cripple), she did not weary people with 
her complaints, but rather set others an ex«- 
ample^ by doing her duty as long as she was 
able^ and bringing up her children in the 
nurture and admonition of the Lobd. She 
was as neat and tidy a little person as you 
would meet with in a day's ride ; and if you 
had gone past her house, and inquired how 
it was that her garden was kept even more 
trim and clean than the rest, she would have 
answered^ **Ah! 'tis my little boy Willie, 
the poor cripple you see th^e, that looks 
after the weeds, for he says even that is 
helping his mother.'' 

This little Willie, whose history I am 
going to tell you, was a nice boy of nine 
years old, with a beautiful open forehead and 
fine large eyes, thatbeam'eA.m^\s^^^'5^^sis^^', 
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but he was lame in both feet and could not 
walk without crutches. 

He was sent early to the village school, 
and he was so good-natured and kind to the 
lads^ that some of them used to fetch him, and 
carry him home on their backs night and 
morning. At school he showed that he was 
gifted with more than ordinary talents: and, 
when in Church, it was observed that his 
answers on the Catechism were made with 
great reverence, and seemed to be far beyond 
his years. This, of coui*se, made him be a 
great deal noticed, and sometimes he used to ' 
be a little proud that he was more clever 
than the rest. But such feelings never lasted 
long, for he remembered that every good gift 
comes from God, and should be a cause of 
gratitude, and not of pride and self-gratu- 
lation. So whenever such thoughts came 
over him, he offered up a prayer that he 
might be clothed with humility, and thus 
preserved from falling into sin. 

He was his mother's joy ; and his only 
thought seemed' to be how he covAd «^«t b^ 



LTTTLB WILLIE, THE LAMB BOY. 11 

able to gain a living, and not be a burden to 
her. And though he was a little fellow, his 
heart would sometimes be heavy when he 
observed that his mother was becoming 
weaker and weaker, and felt t^at he could 
not give her any assistance. However, 
thought he, I can do something; I know 
she likes to hear the Bible and Prayer Book 
read, and that I will do. So from that 
time he began reading every night to his 
mother. One night, however, when he came 
home, and sat on his little stool at her feet, 
he said, ^^ Mother dear, you seem tired and 
weary to-night : we'll talk a bit before I 
begin to read." 

" Yes, my boy, and so I am j for I have 
been a long way to-day, on an errand for 
Squire Hodgson's lady." 

*' Ah ! mother, if I could only do these 
things for you, your old legs should rest, and 
I should be as merry as a lark, for I could 
do many more errands than you, and then 
you would have more to live on. There's 
Mike Darwin at tVie ciifiL ol \3tofc ^Xx^w^^wa^'s^ 
a shilling yesterday )qi V^^s^ti^^^^'^'^'^'^ '^'^^ ' 



12 LITTLE WILLIE, THE LAME BOY. 

gentleman to the doctor's, and, like a silly 
fellow, he went and spent it all upon him- 
self." 

" Thou would'st not have done so, my boy; 
but God has thought fit to take .aw:ay th^ 
use of thy legs, and so it is no good, for thee 
to think of doing anything of the sort." 

" Well, but, mother dear, I have got the 
use of my hands, and a grand idea came intp 
my head to-day. I saw a poor weak old 
bird that was lame trying to get at sopie 
crumbs, which it could not reach, for so^e 
wicked boys had been pelting it with stoneiS^ 
so that it could scarcely move. Then wishing 
to help the bird, I began to crawl towards the 
bread ; but before I could reach it, a little 
bird, which the old one had reared, came 
and fetched the crumbs for its mother. 
There, thought I ; that is what I should do 
for my mother, she will soon be unable to 
get her bread, and I ought to obtain it for 
her. Well ! I puzzled my brain a long while, 
thinking how t could do it ; and first I hit 
ijpoa one plan, and then upon anoVivet ", Wt 
f could not Bnd out anjttimg \LWt ^wiNdL 
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answer. This was at noon, and I got 
Tommy Johnson to carry me to the field 
behind the Church. At school time he came 
for me again, and as we were going out of 
the field I spied a blind man sitting on the 
grass. I looked, and saw that though he 
had lost his eyes, he was still using his hands, . 
and plaiting straw and making baskets. 
Now, said I to myself, I have it : I will 
learn to make baskets, and if I can only get 
a little donkey and a small cart, I will go 
about and sell them, and bring home the 
money to my mother." 

*' Bless thee, my boy," said the mother, 
with tears in her eyes. " God has given 
thee to me as a blessing in my old age ; for 
now that all thy brothers and sisters are in 
the cold grave, but John, who has gone away 
and forgotten us, thou seemest to make up 
the loss of them. * But tell me, Willie, how 
dost thou mean to learn ?" 

" Oh !" said Willie, clapping his hands for 
joy, " the blind man is gom^ to %1^^ \sKt^ -^ 
week, or more, and Vve ^icotvvv^^^*^'^^'^.'^ 
sharp fellow to leacVv «v^\vo^ v.o nrcs^ ^^^^' 

c 
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that time. So I am going to him every day 
at noon." 

Thus were they conversing in happy joy, 
forgetful of their many sorrows, when they 
heard a gentle tap at the door, and a^servMt 
from the hall entered, saying, thfeit 8qttli«b 
Hodgson wished to see Willie next momiag 
at ten o^clock. As soon as the messenger 
was gone, they began to wonder why the 
Squire wanted Willie, but as they could hot 
satisfy themselves with their guessings, tbdy 
said their prayers, and went to bed. *' Mind 
and call me early, mother dear, for I must 
take a little more pains in Tlressing myself, 
as I don't go to the Hall every day." 

But Willie need not have given this order. 
For as soon as the beams of the sun peeped 
through his little window, he rose from his 
bed, and began to make himself ready. 
With a beating heart ke set out on his 
crutches, and his mother walked by his side. 
As they went along by the gentle stream, 
which made sweet music by rippling over 
pebbJea here and there, aiidVieaxA.\)^fe\i\xft& 
-sto^ their joy om notes, they cou\3l otlVj ^»^ 
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on each other, for their hearts were too full 
to speak. At length they arrived at the 
Hall, and Willie was taken into a larget end 
finer rpom than any he had ever seen in his 
Ufe« There> were hung around portraits of 
tbf) saipt^d deady and of the great men of 
<>the9;,dfiys». Books of every size, in varied 
bindings, adorned the beautiful cases. The 
feelings which they who love reading enter- 
tain on being in a library have been well 
^sqpressed by a great poet now departed. 

. ' ' ^ My days among the dead are passed ; 

Around me I behold. 
Where'er these casual eyes are cast. 

The mighty minds of old : 
My never-I^Eiirmg friends are they. 
With whom I converse day by day. 

With them I take delight in weal. 

Or seek relief in woe ; 
And while I understand and feel 

How "much to them I owe ; 
My cheeks hare oftea been bedew' d 
With tears of thoughtful gratitude.* 
• Some such feeling stole over Willie^ and^ 
tiiough he knew XK>t\ww Vo «s.^«feV^i "^^"^ 
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did he, nevertheless, ardently long to be 
able to read what he gazed upon with bo 
much rapture. He was so deeply engaged 
in beholding and admiring the books that 
he did not hear the library door opeti'^ lior 
was he conscious that any one w^s in ihe " 
room when he cried out; " If I Was oiliy a 
scholar I could keep my mother." 

" And that you may be,^^ said Mrs. Hodg- 
son, who had entered the room just before^/ 

As soon as Willie heard her voice,* -he 
looked around, and felt very much ashamed, 
but he made a low respectful bow, for he was 
a well-conducted boy, and had been taught 
to behave himself lowly and reverently to all 
his betters. 

•* Sit down, Willie," said the lady kindly, 
" for your arms must be tired with having 
the crutches under them so long," 

"Thank you, ma'am," replied he, "I 
had forgotten myself in looking at these 
books." 

" You will be able to do more than look 
Bt them soon, I hope," said Mx^. Vlodi^^xi. 
^^Aad it is for that reason I \vaN^ ^^tL\. lox 
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you this morqiug. I have been very much 
pleased with your answers on a Sunday after- 
noon^ when you have been catechised in 
Church; but last Sunday you gave a reply^ 
OD th^ .pooimunion of Saints, which asto- 
,fli8hfld>j0[^.e. . :HifW cfune jou to know the 
,{n;i^^ing,,of; ypfir Catechism so well ?" 

" Please, jqaa'^m/' a^^wered Willie, "I 
tta^YPi & little old book at home, which was 
writtten ;by a.Eiiahop, and was given by the 
^iReotor to my Father. As my mother taught 
.^me to think very seriously about being cate- 
;chised, and to try to understand what I 
learnt, I used to take that book with me 
into the fields, or read it when I was weeding 
the garden, and so, with what the Rector 
tells us, I ha^e : b^n able, to get at a good 
deal of the meaning of the Catechism/' 

*' Very good, Willie, that is always the 
right thing to do, and if you will continue to 
do so, I shall have BojTjeason to change my 
good opinion of you. You know the Gram- 
mar School, at Hixton, don't you ?" 

" Yes, ma'am, 1 Wj^ ^^w \\. ^^^^^^^^ccSi. -^w 
fme large place Vl \s,--^tl^ ^^ ^^^>^'^ ^ 
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boys looked so merry^ as they ran aboat the 
play-ground." 

" Would you like," inquired Mrs. Hodg- 
son, '^ to go there, and stop a few years until 
you could make some use of your learning V* 

"Oh! indeed, I should, ma^an^f'. an- 
swered Willie, "but then they are jiot poor 
boys who go there, and mother could not 
afford to pay anything for me." , 

"I know that very well," said Mr^... 
Hodgson, " but the Rector, and Mr, . 
Hodgson, and I have talked the matter 
over, and we have determined to send you, 
and bear the expenses. I saw Dr. Simms^ 
the head- master, yesterday, and made all 
arrangements. A new half year begins next 
Tuesday, and I will take you over in my 
carriage." 

"Oh! ma^am, how good you are! and I 
hope God will reward you for your kindness 
to the lame boy of Grassbrook. But, pardon 
me^ ma'am, I have forgotten in my great 
joy^ that my poor mother will be left alone, 
3i2c/ therein be nobody to read lo \iet o^ ^ 
^-^A/. I ani afraid l have been \^t^ s^^Av 
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in thinkiBg more abont iny own pleasure 
than her comfort. I hope you will not be 
angry; bat 1 begiii to think it would be 
wrong fdlr me to leave her." 

*' Ad to that, Willie, you may make your 
mind easy/' said Mrs. Hodgson, " for Mary 
Jehk jriiS is goin^ to live with your mother, 
and 1shfe Will be able to do a great deal more 
for her than you can : and I will do all in my 
po#rf/ to malse her happy whilst you are away, 
and^I shall send for you now and then to 
come and see her. So now, my little fellow, 
go, and tell your mother, and I will see that 
clothes and books are got ready for you.*' 

So making a low bow, the little cripple 
hobbled away on his crutches to his mother, 
who had stopped at a short distance from the 
Hall, and was wondering what kept Willie 
so long. But as soon as she saw his merry 
face, and heard his hearty laugh, she knew 
that he had some good hews to tell her. 
As they walked along on their way home he 
narrated what had taken place ; how that he 
wasgoiDg to the great iAvocJv -^V. '>^'«^^^> 
and how that Mary Jenk^iv^ ^^ Vc.\\s^^^^ 
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his mother ; and how that he would come 
over and see her at times. Not less glad 
than astonished was widow Wilson at the 
happiness thajt- seiQined nv ^tpre for her boy^ 
and heartily did she thank God for the 
mercies He had bestowed upon her. Such 
an event was soon known in so small a place 
as Grassbropki and ftS; widow JVilsoif came 
from evening prayers^ those who ha4 been at 
Church flocked round her^ andr (those who 
had not^ were standing at their doors^ to 
congratulate her upon the good fortune that 
had befallen hex. And every one was really 
glad, for they all Icwed the. poor lame boy, 
and prophesied that he would be a man of 
whom they might be proud. That night 
passed away nght/pkaaa»tly in widow Wil- 
sofii'B'Utitle eottage^^foT' the fire never seemed 
f.iSQ have burnt so brightly before, nor the 
miket^ on the heurth: to. have chirped so 
sweetly, nor Williei lo have read^ yrdl. 
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CHAPTER II. 



But seldom have I found such peace. 

As ID the soul's deep joy. 
Of passing onward free from harm, 
• i Through every day's employ. 

If gems we seek, we only tire 

And lift our hopes too high : 
The constant flowers that line our way. 

Alone can satisfy. 

Alford. 

Thb school to which Willie was going is 
in a large^ populous town, for the inhabitants 
of which it was especially intended. It is a 
very old foundation, and the large school- 
house is justly regarded as oite of the great- 
est ornaments of the town. Though placed 
in a crowded thoroughfare it seems to be 
still in the countt^, %a ^^ ^^Qixv:NKSisss.'^ 
houses have never Vieetk ^o^^^'Ck ^sss^wR* 
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upon the wide and extensive play-ground, 
in which some four hundred hoys daily 
enjoyed their various sports. The schoel 
was under excellent management, and pray^ 
ers were said daily, hoth morning: and even- 
ing. It would have been impossible U^ iiaire 
found a better set of masters, either^ 
scholars or Christians. They devoted them^ 
selves to the duties of their offioesyVand 
always strove to keep the school,' what the 
founder intended it to be, a ^' seminaryilf 
sound learning, and religions educe tioni^' 
Thus, had Willie been a nobleman's sony he 
could not have enjoyed greater privileges. 
With a beating heart, and with many 
tears trickling in his eye; little Willie bade 
his mother farewdl, and was conducted to 
Hixton by Mrs. Hodgson herself. On his 
arrival he was taken at once to Dr. Simms, 
who teceived hJAi with a kind> and hearty 
welcome^ which won at once all Willie's 
tifieotion, and tended to dissipate the fears 
9rhi^h bd could n6t but entertain. 
'^ K>it mJJ/'Midhey'' feel a \\lt\e «tacwv^ 
^^ ^rst^ bat you mil soon get uoofli V» \» 
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We da not begin work to-day, and so I will 
let one of the boys show you aboat the place, 
and tell you what customs are observed 
here." 

So sayiugi the Doctor called one of the 
raonitorsybnd said : ^^ Howard, take care of 
Wiisofti to-day, and let him see the library, 
'and whatever else may interest him." 
:• Away then the two went off, first to one 
place, and then to another, and last of all to 
tthe play-ground. This delighted Willie the 
most, for he had never seen so many boys 
{daying together before, and the dress of 
those who were on the foundation seemed 
very strange to him. Now the arrival of a 
new-comer was nothing uncommon, and did 
not create any greater sensation, thaii is 
usual in cases where boys have to^be made 
free of the school, and the fun that they have 
when the ^' footings" are paid. But though 
there were some lame boys in the school, 
there were none, who were cripples like 
Willie. So, as he went into the play- 
^oond on his ctutcYv^^,\x^\i^^^^S!^Si ^^sv ^S^%j^ 
of marked attention, ««A twsk^ X^x. ^«« 
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sports, and crowded around the new boy. 
There was a short debate amongst some of 
the higher lads, and when it was over, the 
first monitor advanced, and said: — "We 
have determined to declare Wilson free of 
the privileges of the school, without his 
undergoing the usual process, — and as there 
are two or three lads, who are a disgrace to 
us, and think nothing of teazing dumb 
animals, or lame persons, be it known unto 
you all by these presents, that it is our will 
and pleasure that you should strive to make 
Wilson as happy as possible, and that sum« 
mary punishment will be inflicted upon any 
who annoy him in any way.'^ Hereupon 
loud **huzzahs" rent the air, and all the 
boys joined in the shout, except Dick 
Scapegrace, and Bob Reckless, who had 
been planning to play some of their tricks 
upon Wilson, and who went sulkily away, 
as they knew what had been said would be 
held as law in the school. It was a fine 
sunny day, and there were yet a few hours 
-remaining' before the bell would caW iViem Vft 
P'-^yers. So one of the smaller \>o^b %w«i 
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Willie^ some marble^; but he said "Ia^l 
lame^ you.see ; and cannot play, and mu&t bp 
content to look on/- . . , ,.if 

. f*' Not a bit of it," cried little Simms, the 
|na«te|rV.:S9n^ who was a shrewd -fellow; 
"nWe'^l fllf^Ue you a cushion of our caps for 
you. ta sit down upon, and then yourcan have 
§;sby aMhe i^ingt ^i^d take it easily, as a gen- 
|j|fH\ian should do." Thus Willie played his 
$N^t game at marbles, and he never felt so 
ll^py.in hislife. 

.,^jAfter prayers and supper they went into 
tjb^ large sitting, room, and, until bedtim/o, 
were engaged in amusing Willie, and^show- 
ing him all sorts of puzzles, with which they 
were wont to while a,way the time on wet 
days, and on evenings when their work was 
over. 

It is needless to say that WiUje was 
delighted with his first day at Jii%iqia. But 
his surprise knew no boux^Uy wjaen he went 
to his little bedroom at night, .ajid saw the 
texts of Scripture that w^re pointed on the 
wails, and the \>ookav"«V>R!s^^^-^^^^'^^^ 
had bought him, «toi^%^ V^ > ^^^^ "^"^ 
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bookcase, which stoqd in the comer. Ai^ 
hi^ little heart was full, and the tears ran 
down his cheeks — as he cried out " Gtod is 
good, God is good." — And he said his pray- 
erSy and lay down on his couch^ but it was 
long before he could sleep, as he thought 
that his mother was not near him to share 
his joy. On the following day work was 
begun in earnest. Willie was of course 
placed at the bottom of his class, as he had 
not learnt any Latin before his entrance. 
But he began with a good heart, and rose 
up by degrees, until he reached the top. 
Except in times of recreation, he was always 
engaged in his studies, and whenever he met 
with anything that was hard, and difficult, 
any of the bigger boys were glad enough to 
give him a little help. Thus matters went 
on for about two months. At the end of 
this time he delighted Mr. Kingson, his 
master, by going up, and saying : " If you 
please, sir, I have now finished all the work 
of the class above me, and I can coii- 
strue the £r8t few chapters oi Coitv<&\\\i%. 
^should not have told you this, Wtl^o^^xdi 



LITTLE WILLIE, THE LAME BOY. 27 

said I had better." " Very right in How- 
ard to give you that advice," said Mr. 
Kiuggon, " let me examine you, and see what 
you know about it." 

So little Willie was examined, and he an- 
swered so well that Mr. Kingson promoted 
him to the first class. 

This, of course, gave new vigour to the 
now hopeful and promising boy ; and it was 
necessary to restrain him from studying too 
closely, for fear his health should suffer, as 
he was certainly not one of the strongest. 
It often happens, that when any boy rises 
rapidly in a school, the rest envy him and 
do not regard him with those good and 
kindly feelings, which the very idea of school- 
boy fellowship seems to imply. Willie, how- 
ever, was free from all this. He was too 
good a fellow for any to envy him ; and so 
meek with all his advances, that most felt 
delighted in giving him that honour, which 
he did not claim, and in rendering him any 
kindly office that might make him feel the 
Jess keenly his inabWil^ Vo yJvci \xs. ^C!^^^ 
sterner sports. A p\easvivft ^\^\. W ^''^^ '^'^ 
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see some of the high-born, and the noble> 
recoraizing the bonds of brotherhood by 
which they were bound to the poor lame boy, 
and going with him on half-holidays to the 
common, or to the town, and showing him 
whatever might tend to amuse him. 

But withal, in the midst of his studies and 
enjoyments, Willie's heart was not in any 
degree weaned from the hamble cottage at 
Grassbrook. Many a time and oft would be 
bring before his eye his aged mother, sittinj^ 
at its door, and looking tenderly for his sakt 
upon the flowers he had planted, and the 
fence his little hands had trimmed in other 
days. And sometimes he would be sad, and 
out of spirits, because he could not go over 
and tell his mother all that he was doing. 

An opportunity, however, soon offered itself 
The Hixton boys were justly proud of the dis- 
tinctions which their former fellows gained 
at the Universities ; and the days on which 
news came that any additional lustre had 
Zfeen shed upon the school were invariably 
observed as holidays. A little b^foie^ VJafe 
^^c^ of the half jear, and when NV\m^ ^^ 
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really home-sick^ information was received 
tlKtt very high places had been gained by 
some former pupils of the school. If^was, 
therefore, with no little pleasure though no]; 
without regret^ that Wilson heard the 
announcement of two days' holiday : for now 
that an opportunity had come he did not 
know how to avail himself of it^ as he could 
not 'walk six miles^ and he did not like to 
write and ask Mrs. Hodgson to send for him. 
This made him somewhat melancholy^ and 
he did not, as usual, go to have a game at 
marbles. Little Simms was the first to no- 
tice his absence. 

" Where in the world/' said he, ''is Wil-^ 
aon to-day ? Is he ill that he has not 
come to join us, when we are all so full of 
mirth?'' 

" Not he," answered Scapegrace, *' some- 
thing, I fancy, has gone wrong with him. 
He'a sitting yonder by himself, as sulky as if 
he were on the wrong side of his dinner.'' 

" You'd better mind what you say," re- 
jpiied Simms, "Wi\BOU'a«^^\. Ss^ ^^JJk\. "^s^ 
PU off, and see wbat Va xv&r 
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So he ran and asked Willie why he had 
not joined the game^ and then he learnt all 
about his poor mother. 

" Come along, Wilson, we'll manage that, 
never fear. We can get Johnson to drive 
you. But, no ; second thoughts are best. We 
are to have a holiday every Wednesday during 
the summer, and we must contrive for you to 
go home every time. Now, I think my father 
will let you have my mule, and we lads will 
buy something for him to run in, and then 1 
will drive. Come, that's not a bad idea." 

This idea was soon carried out, and on the 
day of the holiday Sirams and Willie started 
off in the new vehicle to Grassbrook. The 
two days were soon over, for Willie had a 
great deal to tell his mother, and many 
friends to see. On his return he continued 
his studies with such diligence, that at the 
end of the half-year he was the head prize- 
man in Mr. Kingson's school. For eight 
yeafs,-with many hopes and fears, he perse- 
, vered untjlj'l^e was in the head form in Dr. 
^j'mma' school : and whenevei \iia «^m\sk 
^^SS-^d, and he felt wearied. Vie checteaLVvKv^ 
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self on by thinking — " A struggle or two 
more, and I can set up a school for myself, 
and keep my mother/' % 

When his ninth year at the school was 
drawing to a close, Squire Hodgson had de- 
termined to establish him as a master in a 
neighbouring town. He would gladly have 
se nthim to the University, as he felt sure 
his talents would win distinction, but he' 
knew that he would not be able to follow any 
other profession. Whilst this plan was in 
agitation, the Trustees of Hixton were also 
deliberating about establishing a junior de- 
partment, as a preparatory school. This 
they decided to do, and, acting on the 
recommendation of Dr. Simms, appointed 
Wilson one of the junior masters. Thus, 
by perseverance and industry, and by God^s 
blessing upon his labours, the lame boy over- 
came the difficulties of his position, and be- 
came a master in the very school in which 
he had been a students So true is it that 
God's eye ever watcheth over those that put 
their trust in Him, and prospers the labours 
of those who do justice^ ^.tA\w^ \ss5s^^^^^^sK^ 
walk humbly before VV\va. 
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Upon the announcement of his appoint- 
ment, Willie's first care was to provide a neat 
cottage for himself and his mother, whom 
he fetched from Grassbrook in the little 
chaise his fellow students had bought him. 
" Now, then," said he, as she entered the 
new abode, " I can do something to make 
you happy ; and in the decline of your life 
your lame boy will be able to give you those 
comforts of which you have been deprived." 
But only for three years did his mother live 
to share his prosperity. And when in her 
sixtieth year she departed this life, Willie 
had her buried in the dear old churchyard 
of Grassbrook, and a simple cross marks the 
spot where she rests in the hope of a joyous 
resurrection at the last day. 




THE BETTER LAND. 

(dTrom t^t fietman of d(]^m(tl.) 



A FATHER and a mother lived with their two 
children in a wild island of the vast ocean^ 
upon which they had been cast in a ship- 
wreck. Roots and plants served as their 
food, the spring was their drink, and a cavern 
in the rock their dwelling-place. Fearful 
storms and tempests oftentimes raged in the 
island. 

The children could not think how they 
had come to the island ; they knew nothing 
at all of the great fixed land. Bread, milk, 
fruits, and whatever else was of a costly 
nature, were things to them unknown. 

One day four Moors, in a little boat, 
landed on the island. TVvfc \'^\^^\>Ns!. ^^st^ 
delightedy and hoped l\v^l tlcs^ ^^^ xg^^^^^ 
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be delivered from their troubles. The boat, 
however, was too small to convey them all 
over together to the land, — and the father 
would hazard the voyage first. 

Mother and children wept, when, with fee- 
ble step, he went Qn board the vessel, and 
the four black men carried him oflT. But he 
said : " Weep not. — On the other side it is 
better, — and all of you are coming there 
presently ! *' 

When the boat came again, and took the 
mother away, the children cried still more. 
But she also said ; " Weep not ! In the better 
land we shall all see each other again." 

In a while the boat came to take the two 
children away. They were very much afraid 
of the black men, and trembled at the fear- 
ful sea, over which they had to pass. In fear 
and trembling they approached the land. 

But how tejoiced were they, when their 

parents stood on the shore, gave them their 

hands, led them to the shadow of tall palm- 

treesy and on the blooming turf entertained 

them with milk, honey, and dsiivtY fruit. 

^^Oh ! bow silly was our feax^ a^\d V\ife OdSl- 
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dren ; " we should not have been afraid^ but 
glad when the black men came to conduct 
us to the better land.'* 

**Dear children," said their father, " our 
passage from the desolate island, to this beau- 
tiful land has for us a yet higher meaning. 

"There is before us all a still longer journey 
to a far more beautiful land. The whole of 
the earth, on which we dwell, resembles an 
island ; this glorious land here is an emblem, 
however faint, of heaven ; the voyage hither 
over the stormy sea is death. That boat 
reminds us of the bier, on which men, 
dressed in black, shall one day ^ carry us 
forth. But when that hour comes, then 
we, I, your mother, or you, must leave this 
world: yet fear not. To pious men, who 
have loved God, and done His will, death 
is nothing but a passage over to the better 
land." 
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